A CHAPTER ON HATS

aew hat is afraid of getting dusty: if there is wind,
and it is not tight, it may be blown off into the dirt:
we may have to scramble after it through dust or
mud; just reaching it with our fingers, only to see it
blown away again. And if rain comes on! Oh, ye
gallant apprentices, who have issued forth on a
Sunday morning, with Jane or Susan, careless either
of storms at nightfall, or toils and scoldings next
day! Ye, who have received your new hat and boots
but an hour before ye set out; and then issue forth
triumphantly, the charmer by your side! She, with
arm in yours, and handkerchief in hand, blushing, or
eating gingerbread, trips on: ye, admiring, trudge:
we ask ye, whether love itself has prevented ye from
feeling a certain fearful consciousness of that crown-
ing glory, the new and glossy hat, when the first
drops of rain announce the coming of a shower?
Ah, hasten, while yet it is of use to haste;, ere yet the
spotty horror fixes on the nap! Out with the protect-
ing handkerchief, which, tied round the hat, and
flowing off in a corner behind, shall gleam through
the thickening night like a suburb comet 1 Trust not
the tempting yawn of stable-yard or gateway, or tbe
impossible motion of a coach! The rain will continue:
and alas! ye are not so rich as in the morning.
Hasten! or think of a new hat's becoming a rain-
spout! Think of its well-built crown, its graceful and
well-measured fit, the curved-up elegance of its rim,
its shadowing gentility when seen in front, its arching
grace over the ear when beheld sideways! Think of
it also the next day! How altered, how dejected!

How changed from him,

That life of measure and that soul of rim 1
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